STATELY   VERSE
Lane had an almost romantic affection for Le Gal-
lienne, and I think there is nothing he would not have
done to befriend him.     Nevertheless,  I am inclined to
think, that of all the singers associated with The Bodley
Head,, it was of Sir William Watson that John Lane was
the proudest.    He entertained in those days, and I do
not think he ever seriously modified it, an immensely
high opinion of that poet's work.     This is perhaps a
little surprising, because, of all his contemporaries, save
Francis Thompson, the author of Lachrymae Musarum
and of Wordsworth's Grave was, if I may use the expres-
sion, the least 'Ninetyish'.     Always sedate, and some-
times  stately in his verse,   Sir William  Watson is an
unswerving upholder of the classical tradition.    Perhaps
it was the restrained dignity of his thought and manner,
a certain hint of austerity that is not absent even from
his most passionate pieces, which commended itself to
the Puritan in Lane—for Lane's Puritanism was not all
pose.    He used to like to call himself a Huguenot, or
a Quaker, and he professed a corresponding antagonism
to the Old Religion.     If I had to analyse the reason for
this attitude, I should be inclined to say that he adopted
it partly because the  Quakers  have the reputation of
being   the   most   cultured  representatives   of  Noncon-
formity.    His Huguenot ancestry was not all myth by
any means.    The name Jenn is another form of Jeune,
and the Jeunes, I believe, are mainly Huguenots.
If reverence for classic form and scholarly tradition
occasionally gives his verse a flavour of artificiality,
something of the frigidity of a metrical exercise, the
best of Watson's poetry is, in Matthew Arnold's phrase,
truly 'of the centre', and so long as reverence for beauty
of form endures, it will never sink into complete oblivion.
That was Lane's opinion while they were still friends.

